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Committed ? Oh,thou publicke Commoner, 
1 (hould make very Forges of my cheekes, 
That would to Cynders burne vp Modeftie. 
Did I but fpeake thy«jleede$. What commitcd ? 
Heauen ftoppes the Nofc at it,arid the Moone winks : 
The baudy winde that kiffes all it mcetcs, 
1$ hufh'd within the hollow Mync of Earth 
And will not hcar'c. What commitcd i 
Def By Heauen you do me wrong. 
Othe. Arc not you a Strumpet ? 
*Def No, as 1 am aChriftian. 
iftopreferuc thisvefldl forn?y Lord, 
From any other foule vnlawfuil touch 
Be not to be a StiumpecJ am none 
Othe. Whatnot a Whore ? 
Def No,aslfhaIlbefau'd. 
Othe. Is'tpoflible ? 
Def Oh Heauen forgiuc vs. 
Othe. I cry you mercy then . 
I tooke you for that cunning Whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello. You Miftris, 

Enter t/£mUia. 
That haue the office oppofite to Saint Peter, 
And kcepes the gate of hell. You,you :Iyou. 
We haue done our courfeitherc's money for your paines: 
I pray you turuc the key,and kcepe our counfaile. Exit . 

*j£mil. AUs.what do** this Gentleman conceiue ? 
How do you M adam ? fcow do you my good Lady? 
Def Faithjhalfcafleepe. 
i/£mi. Good Madam, 
What** the matter with my Lord ? 
Def With who? 

^£mil. Why,withmy Lord,Madam? 
Def Who is thy Lord ? 
t/Emil. He that is yours,fweet Lady. 
Def. I haue none : do not ulke to mc,^//^ 
I cannot weepe : nor anfwercs haue I none, 
Bntwhat fhould goby water. Pry thee to night, 
Lay on my bedimy wedding fticetes,reracmber, 
And call thy husband hither. 

^£mil. Heere's a change indeed. Exit. 
Def. Tis meetc I fhould be vs'd fo : very mccte. 
How haue 1 bin bchau*d,that he mishc fticke 
The fmairft opinion ( n ny lcaftmif/ie? 

Enter Ugo y and Emilia. 
Ugo. What is your plcafurc Madam ? 
How is't with you ? 

Def I cannot tell : thofe that do teach yong Babes 
Do it with gentle meancs,and eafie taskes- 
He might haue chid me fo : for in good faith 
I am a Child to chiding. 

Ugo. What is the matter Lady? 
v£mih AUs(Ugo)my Lord hath fo bewhor'd her, 
Throwne fuch difpight,and hcauy cermcs vpon bcr 
That true hearts c3nnct bearc it. 
Def. Amlthatname,/***? 
Ugo. What namc,(fairc Lady?) 
Def Such as (he faid my Lord did fay I was. 
^£mil. He calfd her whore :a Begger in his drinkc ; 
Could not haue laid fuch termcs vpon his Callcc. 
J Ago. Why did he fo? 

Def I do not know :I amfurclamnonelbch. 
Ugo. Do not weepe,do not weepe : alas the day. 
oEmil. Hath flic forfookc fo many Noble Matches? 
Her Father ? And her Country i And her Friends ? 


The Tragedie of Othello 


To be caird Whore? Would it not mal^^^ 

Def It is my wretched Fortune, 

Ugo,, Beflirew himfor't : 
How comes this Trickc vpon him ? 

Def. Nay,Heauen doth know. 

%/£mi. I will be hang d,if fome eternall Vill 
Some bufie and infinuating Rogue, 


c? 


Some cog ging, cozening Slauc,to get fome Office 
Haue not dcuis'd this Slander : I will be hang'd clfc 
Ugo. Fie,tl\ereisnofuchman:itisimpofliolc 
Def. If any fuch there bc,Hcaucn pardon him/ 
v£nU. A halter pardon him i 
A "d hell gnaw his bones. 
Why (hould he call her Whore / 
Who kecpes her companic ? 
What Place ? What Time i 
What Forme? What Iiklyhood ? 
The Moore's abus'd by forae moft villanous Knauc 
Some bafe notorious Knaue,fome fcuruy Fellow. % < 
Oh Heauens, that fuch companions thou'd'ft vnfold 
And put in euery honeft hand a whip 
Tolafli the RafcalU naked through the world, 
Euen from the Eaft to th'Weft, 
Ugo. Speake within doore. 
i/£mil. Oh fie vpon them: fome fuch Squire hewas 
Thatturn'd your wit,thefcamy-fide without, 
Andmadeyoutofufpc&me with the Moore, 
Ugo. You arc a Foolc : go too. 
*Def AhsUgo, 
What (hall I do to win my Lord againe ? 
Good Fricnd,go to him : for by this light of Heauen, 
I know not how I loft him, Heerc I kneele : 
If ere my will did trefpaffe 'gainft his Loue, 
Either in difcourfe of thought^ a&uall deed, 
Or that mine Eyes a mine Eares,or any Scnce 
Delighted them: or any other Forme* 
Or that I do not yet, and euer did,' 
And euer will,( though he do (hake me off 
To beggerly diuorcement)Loue him deerety, 
Comfort forfweare me. Vnkindneflc may do much, 
And his vnkindneffe may defeat my life, 
But neuer taynt my Loue, I cannot fay Whore, 
It do's abhorre me now I fpeake the word, 
To do the A£t,that might the addition came, 
Not the worlds MaflTeof vanitie could make me. 
Ugo. I pray you be content : 'tis but his humour: 
/ The bufweffe of the State do's him offence. 
Def. If 'twere no other. 
Ugo. it is but fo, lwarrant, 
Hearkc how thefe Inftruments fummon to fupper : 
The Meflengers of Venice ftaics the mcarc, 
Go in,and weepe not : all things fhall be well . 

Exeunt Defdemonaand \y£milta, 

Enter Rodorigo. 
Ho w no w Ttydorigo ? 

Rod. Idonotfinde 
That thou deal'ft iuftly with me. 

Ugo. Whatinthecontrarie? , c 
Rodori. Euery day thou dafts me with fome dcuiie 
%* f and rather, as itfecmesto pic now, kecp'fthom 
me all conucniencie, then fupplieft me with the l^Ua- 
uantage of hope : I will indeed no longer endure it. Nor 
amlye^perfwadedto put vp in peace, what already! 
haue fooli(bly fuflfred. 

Ugo. WiHyouhcarcme^^r/^? , ^ 



© 2002 Octavo For research use only. All rights reserved. 


the zSMoore of Venice. 


Rodori. I haue heard too much : and your words and 
pcrformanc es are no kin together. 

logo. You charge me moft vniuftly. 

%odo. With naught but truth : I haue wafted my 
felfc out of my mcancs. The j ewels you hauehad from 
jjietodcliuer Defdemona, would halfc haue corrupted a 
Votarift. You haiiC/told me flie hath receiu'd them, 
andreturn'd me expectations and comforts of fodaine 
rc fpc£l,andacquaintance,biu Ifinde none, 

Ugo. Wcll,go too : very welt. 
' Rod. Very well , go too : I cannot go too, (man) nor 
tis not very well. Nay I think it is fcuruy : and begin to 
findemy felfefoptiti it. 

Ugo. Very well. 

Rodor. I tell you, 'tis not very well : I will make my 
felfeknowneto Defdcmona. If flhe willucturneme my 
Iewels,I will giue ouer my Suit, and repent my vnlaw- 
fuil folicitation. If not, affure, your felfc, I will feekc 
fatisfa<9ionofyou. 

Ugo. You haue faid now 6 

Rodo. I : and fa!d nothing but what Iproteft intend- 
ment of doing. 

Ugo. Why, now I lee there's mettle in thee : and 
euen from this inftant do build on thee a better o- 
pinion then euer before : giuc me thy hand Kodorigo. 
Thou haft taken againft me a moft iuft excepti- 
on: but yet Iproteft! haue dealt moft directly in thy 
Affaire. 

l\od. Ithathnotappeer'd. 

Ugo. I grant indeed it hath not appecr'd : and 
your fufpition is not without wit and iudgement. 
But Rodorigo, if thou haft that in thee indeed, which 
I haue greater reafon to beleeue now then euer ( I 
mcane purpofc, Courage, and Valour) this night 
fhew it # If thou rhe next night following cnioynot 
Defdemona, take me from this world with Trcachc- 
rie, and deuife Engines for my life. 

'Rod. Well: what is it? Is it within, reafon and com- 
paffe ? 

Ugo. Sir, there is cfpeciall Commiflion come from 
Venice to depute Caffio in Othello's place. 

Rod. Is that true ! Why then Othello zw&Defdemond 
returnc againe to Venice. 

Ugo. Gh no rhe goes into Mauritania and taketh 
away with him the faire e Defdemorta ) vnlcffe his a- 
bodc be lingrcd hcere by fome accident. Where- 
in none can be fo determinate, as the remouing of 
Caffio. 

Rod. How do you meane remouing him? 

Ugo. Why, by making him vncapable of Othello's 
place: knocking out hisbraiues. 

Rod. And that you would haue me to do. 

Ugo. I : if you dare do your felfe a profit, and a 
right. Hefups to night with a Harlotry -.and thither 
will I go to him. Hcknowes not yet ot his Honourable 
Fortune, if you will watch his going thence (which 
I will fafhion to fall out betweenc tweluc and one) 
you may take him at your plcafure. I will be neere 
to fecond your Attempt, and he {hall fall betweene 
ys. Come, ftand not amaz'd at it, but go along with 
me: I will fhew you fuch a r.cceflitic in his death, that 
you fhall thinke your felfe bound to put it on him. It 
is noWvhigh fupper time : and the night growes to waft. 
About it. 

Ttyd. I will heare further reafon for this, 
Ugo. And you fhalbe fatisfi'd. Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


£nterOtheHO)LodoHico y Defdemot7a,*s£miliA y 
andiAtendants,, 
Lod.l do beftech you Sir ^rouble your felfe no further, 
Oth. Oh pardon mei'cwill dome good to walkc. 
Lodon't. Madam, goodnight : I humbly thankeyour 
Ladyibip. 

Def. Your Honour is moft welcome. 
Oth. Will you walke Sir ? Oh DefdemonA. 
Def My Lord. 

Othello. Get youtobedonth'inftant, I will be re- 
turned forthwith : difmitTe your Attendant there : look'c 
be done. Exit. 

Def I will my Lord. 
e/£?*,How goes it now? He lookes gentler then he did . 

Def He faies he will returnc incontinent, 
And hath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bid me to difmifle you, 

^y£mi. Difmifle me? 

Def. It was his bidding 2 therefore.good v£mili*, 
Giuc me my nightly wearing,and adieu. 
We muft not now difpleafe him. 

tSEmil. 1, would you had neuer fecne him. 

Def So would not 1 : my iouc doth fo approue him, 
Xhat euen his flubbornefl'e,his checks,his fiownes, 
(Prythee vn-pin iDe)hauc grace and fauour. 

^y£mi.\ hauejaid thofe Sbeetes you bad me on the bed. 
"DefMYs one:good Father, how foohfti are our minds? 
If I do die before,prythce fhrow'd me 
In one of thefe fame Shcctcs. 

ty£mil. Come,come : you talke. 

Def My Mother had a Maid call'd t S^arie f 
She was in loue : and he fhc loud prou'd mad, 
Anddidforfakeher. She had a Song of Willough, 
An old thing 'twas ; but itcxprclVd her Fortune, 
Andfhedy'd -finging it. That Song to night, 
Will not go from my mind : I haue much to do, 
But to go hang my head all at one fide 
And fing it like poore 'Brdbtrie: prythee difpatch. 

^£mi. Shall I go fetch your Night-gowne ? 

Def No,v;i.pinmehere, 
This Lodo'Mcox* a proper man. 

ts£miL A very handfomc man. 

Def. He fpcakes well. 

ts£m$J. I know a Lady in Venice would haue w alk'd 
barefoot to Paleftine for a touch of his nether lip. 

Def The poore Sotile fat fnging.by a Sic Amour tree % 
Sing all a green e U^tllough : 
Her hand on her bofome her he Ad on her fyee, 
Sing WittoHghjVilloHghfVt Hough. 
Thefrefh Streames rAn by her >And murmured her moAnes 
Singlftlloughy&c. 

Her fait teares fell from her^and foftnedthe ftones. 
Sing mllough.&c. (Lay by thefe,) 

mlloughj&illough. (Prythee high thee : hele come anon) 
Sing allagreene fVitlough mufi bemj Garland. 
Let no body blame him Mis fcorne I aff rone. 
(Nay that's not next. Harke,who is't that knocks ? 
CSmtl. It's the wind. 

Def IcalXdmy Louefaife Lone : but rvbat faidhe then ? 
Sing Willotight&C. 

If I court mo women y yot(U cauch with mo men. 

v v 3 So 


